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The feeling you get when you look at Izzy is something you can't describe. 


You remember that some time ago it was affection and comfort, but you don't remember the point at which 
these feelings turned into something that eats you from the inside and fucks with your mind. You can't fight it 
and it's hard to hide it. 


You're not good at dealing with your feelings. Hurt it before it hurts you 


You have a hard time building a relationship to people that isn't based on lies, disquise and denial; especially 
when this relationship is supposed to be romantic. Izzy had always been the only person you let in your heart. 
There was one time where you tried to let another person in - a time where you tried to be honest, where 
you let a woman get through to you, where you gave her your trust. She didn’t appreciate it. She turned it 
against you. Erin fucked with you and you're still feeling sore. 


You didn't give Stephanie the chance you gave Erin. This time you're clever. She sometimes makes jokes about 
how when she wants to know how you feel, she'd better ask Izzy for an honest answer. You don't think she 
realizes how right she is with that. Don't think she realizes how it's Izzy having the place in his life she's 


supposed to have in. 


Stephanie. 


Beautiful, loving, amazing Stephanie. 


Stupid, naive, manipulable Stephanie. 

You don't love her, you own her. You own her literally, because she's nothing more than a decoration to you. 
Like a doll in the vitrine of an old lady. 

You don't relate any feelings with her, but she's too pretty to throw away. 


When you start screaming at her, her smile fades. Your day has been shit, the people around you have been 
shit, and the more you think about it, your complete life is nothing more than shit. You hate yourself and you 
hate anyone else just more. Stephanie is just anyone else to you. 

She doesn't like that other side of you; it scares her. She screams back at you, rather out of desperation than 
anger. You don't like it when someone screams at you. Makes you go louder. Makes her leave the house. Leaves 


you sitting on your floor and crying. 


That's the position Izzy finds you in when he comes over. Except, you're not crying anymore. It feels like 


you've ran out of tears. 
“Stephanie called me." 
You look up to him, force yourself to grin; you're not sure if it's supposed to trick Izzy or yourself. 


"Aw, didn't know how to help herself anymore, huh? Good old Iz 's gonna make it alright again, hm. Are you 


gonna make it alright, Iz?" Are you gonna make me alright again? 

He just stares at you, shaking his head. 

"Do you even realize how much you hurt the people around you?" 

"Oh, come on. People hurt, people get hurt. That's just how it is." 

| once knew a boy named Bill", Izzy slowly starts, "and he got hurt so many times, acknowledged so much pain 


in such a short amount of time, you wouldn't think he'd willingly hurt other people since he knows too damn 


well what it feels like. But | haven't seen Bill in a very long time, y'know. Instead there's a stranger now who 


looks like Bill and sounds like Bill but doesn't act like Bill at all." 


"Maybe Bill got sick of being the one hurt” 


"No. Bill wouldn't hurt anyone. He'd know that he didn't have to hurt people to prevent himself from getting 
hurt." 


His eyes meet yours and you can see so much sadness, so much nostalgia in them. It makes your heart beat 


faster. It makes you sick. 


"Do you miss Bill, Isbell?" You say, slowly getting up from the floor. Taking a step towards Izzy. "Do you like Bil 


more than me?" 
Izzy licks his lip, stays where he is. Waiting. For you? Or for Bill? 


It doesn't matter. His longing gives you power either way. The longing makes him weak. That's something you 
can turn against him. Hurt it before it hurts you. 


You're in front of him, touch his face. He takes a deep breathe. 
| asked you something.” You whisper. "Do you miss Bill?" 


He moves his head, and it might be a nod. You get closer, your lips almost touching his. You've never did this, 


not with him, but it feels so familiar, so comfortable, so natural. 

"Bill" His voice is barely audible. 

You move your lips away from his, move them to his ear, breathe in it, and whisper softly: "Bill is dead, Isbell.” 
You move away from him, look into his eyes. You don't know what it is you see in them, but it makes 
something inside of you break. Its not your heart, ‘cause the heart is a muscle and a muscle can't break. But 
maybe it's something similar since it makes your chest burn, and for one moment you're sure that you're 
both feeling the same pain. 

Izzy swallows. 

"That's sad", he says, his voice shaky. "I really did like Bill” 

"He liked you too", you say. "Does that hurt, Isbell? ‘Cause it's meant to." 

He stares at you and you intensely hope for him to see through your fake grin, through that arrogant mask 


of yours like he always does, but it seems like this time was one time too much for him. You wish he could 


see little Bill inside of you crying, screaming his name, but how could he if no sound is coming over your lips? 


No, he can't hear Bill. He turns around. He leaves you. 
I's getting silent. In your house, in your head. 
Too much had been done, and none of it should have been done. 


You know that you hurt people. With your words, with your actions. Maybe it's how you try to avoid pain 
Maybe you do it on purpose. Either way, you're good at it. You hit the people where it stings. 


And you know that you hit Izzy badly. You could see it, ‘cause you know what pain looks like. You can see it 


every day by a look in the mirror. 


